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Some details of my version have been altered 
in deference to the generous criticism which 
my edition of the play has received. It is 
hoped that this cheap edition, which I am 
enabled to publish by the generosity of the 
University Press, may be read, and perhaps 
found useful as an acting edition, by those 
who, for various reasons, cannot make use of 
the larger volume. 
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PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN 


INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


Panning fought in the Persian wars, and all his plays 
reflect the spirit of a generation which had struggled 
against great odds, pitting intelligence against wealth 
and big battalions, and which ascribed what seemed a 
miraculous deliverance to the gods who bring down pride 
᾿ς and punish insolence. Sophocles belonged to the genera- 
tion which enjoyed the fruits of victory. He was a youth 
of about sixteen when Xerxes swept into Greece by land 
and sea and burnt the shrines of a deserted Athens. After. 
the invaders had been overwhelmed at Salamis, he was 
chosen for his beauty to play his harp and lead the festal 
procession at the Athenian celebration of the triumph. As 
a young man he witnessed the rebirth of Athens and the 
consolidation into an imperial dominion of the influence 
which rewarded her heroic energy. In the prime of life 
he held office and political responsibility under Pericles, 
the statesman to whose fostering of the arts we owe among 
other things the Parthenon and its sculptures. He was 
already an old man at the beginning of the war which 
ended in the fall of Athens and the subjugation of her 
once discontented allies to the tyranny of Sparta, but he 
did not live to witness the disaster. Happy, as his con- 
temporaries thought, in death as in life, he flourished in 
the prosperous years of Pericles, and was honoured in old 
age as the greatest poet, and a very popular citizen of an 
Athens which could still hope to emerge victorious. 
Though the exact date of his masterpiece, the Oedipus 
Tyrannus, is not known, it was probably composed after 


I-—2 


4 INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


the beginning of the war, the plague of which Thucydides 
has left so terrible a record, and the death of his friend 
Pericles. | 7 

The theme he chose was already familiar to Athenians 
in several versions, varying in detail, but constant in the 
main outline. Apollo, everyone knew, warned Laius King 
of Thebes that he would die by the hand of his own son. 
Accordingly, when a son was born, he gave orders for the 
child to be exposed to die on mount Cithaeron. But the 
child, as everyone knew, was rescued, and grew up abroad 
in ignorance of his parentage. Travelling through Greece 
as a young and heroic adventurer, he met his father 
accidentally, and (without recognising him, of course) 
killed him in a quarrel. Presently he came to Thebes, 
his native city, and found her suffering from the ravages 
of the Sphinx. For his exploit in ridding the city of this 
monster he was rewarded with the hand of the king’s 
widow and with the throne of Thebes. But eventually 
the truth came to light. He learnt that he had murdered 
his own father and married his own mother. 

Aeschylus had perceived the tragic value of the mo- 
ment of discovery, and had used it in a play, now lost, 
in which, as in Sophocles, Oedipus blinded himself. But 
Aeschylus, concerned as he was with the problem of the 
righteous government of the world, must have treated 
the theme in a tone very different from that of Sophocles. 
The gods of Sophocles are pagan, ruthless like nature, 
and also, like nature, splendid. The tragedy of his hero 
illustrates not the just punishment of sin, but the in- 
stability of human fortune. His Oedipus is a man of 
sensitive honour, strong affections and a passionate love 
of truth. His tragedy moves us not only because of the 
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superb construction of the plot, but chiefly because the 
poet had linked the moral and the intellectual greatness 
of the hero with his ruin. He has faults, of course, but it 
is because of his nobility, his zeal for Thebes and his high 
courage, that he persists in tearing the veils from the face 
of truth, until at last he puts out with his own hands the 
eyes which have come to look on things intolerable. The 
form of the tragedy, which is far from being a realistic 
representation, presents us with a clear vision of the 
tragic hero, all irrelevancies cut away, every detail con- 
tributing to the main effect. Poetry is used to quicken, 
not to dull, our sense of the suffering, yet it quickens also 
our sense of the magnificence of the sufferer. And the re- 
sult of tragedy, when the poet is successful, is to enhance, 
not to diminish, our vitality and our joy in life. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


OEDIPUS, King of Thebes, son of Laius, reputed 
son of Polybus. 


JOCASTA, widow of Laius, now wife of Oedipus. 
CREON, her brother, a prince of Thebes. 
TEIRESIAS, a blind soothsayer. 

A PRIEST of ZEUS. 

A MESSENGER from CORINTH. 

A HERDSMAN. 

A MESSENGER from THE PALACE. 
CHORUS of THEBAN CITIZENS. 
SUPPLIANTS, GUARDS, and SERVANTS. 


ΟΡ. TYRANNUS 


SCENE: An open place before the ROYAL PALACE at 
THEBES. Enter a company of suppliants, old men, youths, and 
children, who take their places at the altars before the Palace. 
Enter to them, from the Palace, OEDIPUS. 


OEDIPUS 


My children, sons of Cadmus and his care, 

Why thus, in suppliant session, with the boughs 

Enwreathed for prayer, throng you about my feet, 

While Thebes is filled with incense, filled with hymns 

To the Healer, Phoebus, and with lamentation ?— 

Whereof I would not hear the tale, my children, 

From other lips than yours. Look! I am here, 

I, who am called ‘the All-Famous Oedipus!’ 
Tell me, old priest, you who by age are fit 

To speak for these, in what mood stand ye here— 

Of panic—or good courage? Speak! For I, 

You know, would give all aid. Hard were my heart, 

Pitying not such a petitioning. 


A PRIEST 


King, Master of my country, Oedipus, 
You see us, in our several ages, ranged 
About your altars. Some are not yet fledged 
For long flight, others old and bowed with years, 
Priests—I of Zeus—and yonder, of our youth 
A chosen band. Thebes, garlanded for prayer, 
Sits in the markets, at the shrines of Pallas, 
And by Ismenus'’ oracle of fire. 

With your own eyes you see, the storm is grown 
Too strong, and Thebes can no more lift her head 
Out of the waves, clear from the surge of death. 
A blight is on her budding fruit, a blight 
On pastured cattle, and the barren pangs 
Of women: and the fiery fever-god 
Hath struck his blow—Pestilence sweeps the city, 
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Empties the house of Cadmus and makes rich 
With tears and wailings the black house of Death. 
We count you not a god, I and these children, 
That thus we seek your hearth. Of human kind 

We judge you first in the common accident 
Of fate; in the traffic of the gods with man 
Greatest of men;—who came to Cadmus’ town 
And loosed the knot and quit us of the toll 
To that grim singer paid. No hint from us, 
No schooling, your own wit, touched by some god, 
Men say and think, raised us and gave us life. 
So now, great Oedipus, mighty in the world, 
We stand and pray. If you have any knowledge 
From god or man,find help! The tried man’s thought, 
And his alone, springs to the live event! 
Oh, noblest among men, raise up our state! 
Oh, have a care! To-day for that past zeal 
Our country calls you Saviour. Shall your sway 
Be thus remembered—that you raised us high 
Only to fall? Not so! Lift up our state 
Securely, not to fall. With promise good 
You brought us fortune. Be the same to-day! 
Would you be Prince, as you are Master, here? 
Better to master men than empty walls. 
The desolate ship is nothing, ramparts nothing, 
Deserted, with no men to people them. 
Alas, my sons! I know with what desire 
You seek me. Well I know the hurt whereby 
You all are stricken—and not one of you — 
So far from health as I. Your several griefs 
Are single and particular, but my soul | 
Mourns for myself, for you, and for all Thebes. 
You rouse not one that sleeps. Through many tears 
And many searchings on the paths of thought, 
By anxious care, at last, one way of cure 
I found :—and put in action....1 have sent 
Menoeceus’ son, Creon, my own wife’s brother, 
To ask of Phoebus, in his Pythian shrine, 
‘By word or deed how shall I rescue Thebes?’ 
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And when I mark the distance and the time, 
It troubles me—what does he? Very long— 
Beyond his time, he lingers.... When he comes, 
Then call me base if I put not in act 
What thing soever Phoebus:showeth me. 
Good words and seasonable. In good time— 
Look! my companions tell me, Creon comes! 
O King Apollo, as his looks are glad 
So may he bring us glad and saving fortune. 
I think he bears us good. Else were his head 
Not thus enwreathed, thick with the clustered laurel. 
He is in earshot. We'll not think, but know! 
[He raises his voice as Creon approaches. 
Prince, and my kinsman, son of Menoeceus, speak! 
What message bring you for us from the god? 


CREON 


Good news! I count all news as fortunate, 


However hard, that issues forth in good. 


. Tis a response that finds me undismayed, 


And yet not overbold. What says the god? 


. If you would hear now, with this company 


Here present, I will speak—or go within? 


. Speak it to all, since it is their distress 


I care for—aye, more than for my own life. 


. So be it. As I heard from the god, I speak. 


Phoebus the King enjoins with clear command:— 
A fell pollution, fed on Theban soil, 
Ye shall drive out, not feed tt past all cure. 


‘. How drive it out? In what way came misfortune? 
. There must be banishment, or blood for blood 


Be paid. ’Tis murder brings the tempest on us. 


. Blood—for what blood? Whose fate revealeth he? 
. My Lord, in former days, our land was ruled— 


Before you governed us—by Laius. 


. | know—men tell me so—I never saw him. 
. He fell. Apollo chargeth us to strike 


His murderers, whoe’er they be, with vengeance. 
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. The task is hard. How can we hope to track 


A crime so ancient? Where can they be found? 


. Here, said the god, in Thebes. To seek is oft 


To find—neglected, all escapes the light. 


. Was it in Thebes, or on the countryside 


Of Thebes, the King was murdered, or abroad? 


. Abroad, on sacred mission, as he said, 


He started—then, as he went, returned no more. 


. Came none with news? Came none who journeyed 


with him 
Back, to report, that you might learn and act? 


. All slain....One panic-stricken fugitive 


Told nought that he saw—knew nought—save one 
thing only. 


. What thing? One clue, disclosing many more, 


The first small promise grasped, may teach us all. 


. Robbers, he told us, met the King and slew him— 


Not just one man, but a great company. 


. What brought the robber...what, unless ’twas pay,... 


Something contrived from Thebes!...to such a deed? 


. Some thoughts of that there were. Yet, in our) 


troubles, 
For Laius dead no man arose with aid. 


. Some thoughts! For a King dead! A _ pressing 


trouble, 
To put you off with less than certainty! 


. It was the Sphinx—whose riddling song constrained 


us 

To leave the unknown unknown, and face the present. 
Then 111] go back and fetch all to the light! 

‘Tis very just in Phoebus—and in you 

’Tis a just zeal for the cause of that slain man. 

And right it is in me that ye shall see me 

Fighting that cause for Phoebus and for Thebes. 
Not for some distant unknown friend,—myself, 

For my own sake, I’ll drive this evil out, 

Since he that slew this King were fain perchance 

Again, by the same hand, to strike...at me! 

So, fighting for your King, I serve myself. 
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Come then, my children, lift your prayerful boughs, 
And leave the altar-steps. Up! No delay! 
Go, someone, gather Cadmus’ people here! 
I will do all. Then as the god gives aid, 
We'll find Good Luck...or else calamity! 
[Exzt] 
Pr. Up, children, let us go! The King’s own word, 
You hear it, grants the boon for which we came. 
Now Phoebus come, who sent the oracle, 
Himself to stay the plague and save us all. 
[Zhe Suppliants leave the altars. The Theban citizens, 
summoned by the King’s messengers, gather in front 
of the Palace| 


CHORUS 


Glad Message of the voice of Zeus, 
From golden Pytho travelling to splendid Thebes, what 
burden bringest thou? 
Eager, am I, afraid, heart-shaken with fear of thee—~ 
(Healer, Apollo of Delos, God of the Cry, give ear!) 
Shaken with reverent fear. Is it some new task to 
be done? | 
Or is it some ancient debt thou wilt sweep in the fulness 
of time to the payment? 
Tell me thy secret, Oracle deathless, Daughter of golden 
Hope! 
First call we on the child of Zeus, 
Deathless Athene; then on her that guards our land, her 
Sister, Artemis, 
Lady of Good Report, whose throne is our market 
lace; 
Aye, and Apollo! I cry thee, Shooter of Arrows, hear! 
Three that are strong to deliver, appear! Great 
Fighters of Death, 
Now, if in ancient times, when calamity threatened, ye 
came to help us, 
Sweeping afar the flame of affliction,—strike, as of old, 
to-day! 
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IT 


Alas! Alas! Beyond all reckoning 
My myriad sorrows! 
All my people sick to death, yet in my mind 
No shaft of wit, no weapon to fight the death. 
The fruits of the mighty mother Earth increase not, 
Women from their tempest of cries and travail-_ 
pangs 
Struggle in vain...no birth-joy followeth. 
As a bird on the wing, to the west, to the coast of 
the sunset god 
Look! ’tis the soul of the dead that flies to the dark, 
nay, soul upon soul, 
Rushing, rushing, swifter and stronger in flight than the 
race of implacable fire, 


Myriads, alas, beyond all reckoning,— 
A city dying! 
None has pity. On the ground they lie, unwept, 
Spreading contagious death; and among them 
wives 
That wail, but not for them, aye, and grey mothers 
Flocking the altar with cries, now here, now there, 
Shrilling their scream of prayer...for their own 
lives. 
And a shout goeth up to the Healer; and, cleaving 
the air like fire, 
Flashes the Paean, above those voices that wail in a 
piping tune. 
Rescue! Rescue! Golden One! Send us the light of thy 
| rescuing, Daughter of Zeus! 


ΠῚ 


Turn to flight that savage War-God, warring not with 
shield and spear, 
But with fire he burneth when his battlecry is loud, 
Turn him back and drive him with a rushing into 
flight, 
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Far away, to exile, far, far away from Thebes, 
To the great sea-palace of Amphitrite, 
Perchance to the waves of the Thracian sea and his own 
barbaric shore 
He spareth us not. Is there aught that the night 
has left? 
Lo! Day cometh up to destroy. 
King and Lord, O Zeus, of the lightning fires, | 
Father of all! Thine is the Might. Take up the bolt 
and slay! 


Phoebus, King Lycean, I would see thee string thy golden 
bow, 
Raining on the monster for our succour and defence 
Shafts unconquered. I would see the flashing of the 
fires 
From the torch of Artemis, that blazeth on the hills 
When she scours her mountains of Lycia. 
And another I call, the Golden-Crowned, and his name 
is a name of Thebes; 
He is ruddy with wine, and his cry is the triumph 
cry, 
And his train are the Maenades ;— 
Come, great Bacchus, come! With a splendour of 
light, 
Blazing for us, strike at the god cursed among gods, 
and save! 


[ Re-enter OEDIPUS] 


OE. You pray!. And for your prayer...release, perchance, 
And succour you shall find; if you will aid 
My nursing of this malady, and attend, 
Obedient, to the words which I shall speak 
Touching a story strange to me. I stand 
A stranger to the fact, could not have proved it, 
A foreigner, with no hint to guide me to it, 
Yet now, a Theban among Thebans, speak 
To you, to Thebes, my solemn proclamation. 

Is there among you one who knows what hand 

Did murder Laius, son of Labdacus? 
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That man I charge unfold the truth to me. 
Say that he fear by utterance to bring 
Himself in accusation...why, his payment 
Shall not be harsh; he shall depart unharmed. 
Doth any know another, citizen 

Or stranger, guilty? Hide it not. Reward 

I'll pay, and Thebes shall add her gratitude. 

What! You are silent still? If any fear 
For a friend or for himself, and will not speak, 
Then I must play my part. Attend what follows. 
This man, whoe’er he be, from all the land 
Whose government and sway is mine, I make 
An outlaw. None shall speak to him, no roof 
Shall shelter. In your sacrifice and prayer 
Give him no place, nor in drink-offerings, 

But drive him out of doors...for it is he 
Pollutes us, as the oracle Pythian 
Of Phoebus hath to-day revealed to me. 

Thus I take up my fight for the dead man’s cause 
And for the god, adding this malediction 
Upon the secret criminal—came the blow 
By one man’s hand, or aid of many hands— 

As was the deed, so be his life, accurst! 
Further, if, with my knowledge, in my house 
He harbour at my hearth, on mine own head 
Fall every imprecation here pronounced. 

On you I lay my charge. Observe this ban 
For my sake and the god’s, and for your country 
Now sunk in ruin, desolate, god-forsaken. 
Why—such a business, even had the gods 
Not moved therein, ’twas ill to leave uncleansed. 
A noble gentleman, a King had perished... 
Matter enough for probing. Well, you failed. 
To-day, since I am King where he was King, 
The husband of his bride, from whose one womb, 
Had he been blest with progeny, had sprung 
Near pledges of our bond, his fruit and mine... 
Not so...fell Fortune leapt upon her prey, 

And slew him. Therefore I will fight for him 
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As for my father; face all issues; try 
All means, to find the slayer, and avenge 
That child of Labdacus and Polydorus, 
Agenor’s offspring and great Cadmus’ son. 
If any shirk this task, 1 pray the gods 
Give to their land no increase, make their wives 
Barren, and with the like calamities, 
Nay, worse than ours to-day, so let them perish. 
On you, the rest of Thebes, who make my will 
Your own—may Righteousness, who fights for us, 
And all the gods wait on you still with good. 
O King, as bound beneath thy curse I speak. 
I neither slew, nor can I point to him 
That slew. The quest...Apollo, he that sent 
The oracle, should tell who is the man. 


. ’Twere just. Yet lives there any man so strong, 


Can force unwilling gods to do his will? 


. I think, the second best...if I may speak... 
. Aye, if you have a third best, speak it! speak it! 
. The great Teiresias, more than other men, 


Sees as great Phoebus sees. From him, great King, 
The searcher of this case were best instructed. 


. There I have not been slothful. I have sent— 


Creon advising—I have sent for him 
Twice...It is very strange...Is he not yet come? 


. Well, well. The rest’s old vague unmeaning talk. 
. What talk? What talk? I must neglect no hint. 
. He died, they said, at the hand of travellers. 

. I heard it too. And he that saw...none sees him! 
. Nay, if he have the touch of fear, he’ll not 


Abide thy dreadful curse. He needs must speak. 


. Phrases to frighten him that dared the doing? 
. Yet hath he his accuser. See! They bring 


The sacred prophet hither, in whose soul, 
As in no other mortal’s, liveth truth. 
[Enter TEIRESIAS, led by a boy] 
Teiresias, thou that judgest all the signs 
That move in heaven and earth—the secret things, 
And all that men may learn—thine eyes are blind, 
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Yet canst thou feel our city’s plight, whereof 
Thou art the champion, in whom alone, 
Prophet and Prince, we find our saving help! 
Phoebus hath sent—perchance my messengers 
Spoke not of it—this answer to our sending. 
One only way brings riddance of the plague:— 
To find, and kill or banish, them that killed 
King Laius. Come! Be lavish of thy skill. 

By hint of birds, by all thy mantic arts, 

Up! Save thyself and me, save Thebes, and heal 
All the pollution of that murdered King! 

See, we are in thy hands. ’Tis good to serve 
Thy fellows by all means, with all thou hast. 


TEIRESIAS 


Ah me! It is but sorrow to be wise 
When wisdom profits not. All this I knew, 
Yet missed the meaning. Else I had not come. 


. Why, what is this? How heavily thou comest! 
. Dismiss me home. Be ruled by me. The load 


Will lighter press on thee, as mine on me. 


. Dost thou refuse us? In thy words I find 


Small love for Thebes, thy nurse, and for her law. 


. Tis that I see thy own word quit the path 


Of safety, and I would not follow thee. 


. Oh, if thy wisdom knows, turn not away! 


We kneel to thee. All are thy suppliants. 


. For none of you is wise, and none shall know 


From me this evil...call it mine, not thine! 


. Thou knowest? And thou wilt not tell? Thy mind 


Is set, to play us false, and ruin Thebes? 


. I spare myself and thee. Why question me? 


Tis useless, for I will not answer thee. 


. Not answer me! So, scoundrel!... Thou wouldst heat 


A stone.... Thou wilt not? Can we wring from thee 
Nothing but stubborn hopeless heartlessness? 


. My stubborn heart thou chidest, and the wrath 


To which thy own is mated, canst not see. 
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. Have I no cause for anger? Who unmoved 


Could brook the slight such answers put on Thebes? 


. Though I hide all in silence, all must come. 
. Why, if all must, more cause to tell me all. 
. I speak no more. So, if it pleasure thee, 


Rage on in the full fury of thy wrath! 

Aye, so I will—speak out my wrath, and spare 
No jot of all I see. Listen! I see 
In thee the plotter of the deed, in thee, 
Save for the blow, the doer. Hadst thou eyes, 
Then had I said—the killing too was thine. 

So! Is it sop—I bid thee, by the words 
Of thy decree abiding, from this day 
That lights thee now, speak not to these or me: 
Since thou art foul, and thou pollutest Thebes. 


. So bold, so shameless? Can you dare to launch 


Such impudent malice, and still look for safety? 


. Safe am I now. The truth in me is strong. 

. The truth? Who taught it you? ’Twas not your art. 
. Thyself. I would not speak. Thou madest me. 

. Once more. What was it? I must have it plain? 

. Spoke 1 not plainly? Art thou tempting me? 

. Iam not sure I took it. Speak again. 


. A second time that slander! You shall rue it. 
. Shall I add more to make thee rage the more? 
. Add all you will. Say on. ’Tis wasted breath. 
. I tell thee, with thy dearest, knowing nought, 


Thou liv’st in shame, seeing not thine own ill. 


. You talk and talk and fear no punishment? 
. Aye, none, if there be any strength in truth. 
. Tis strong enough for all, but not for thee. 


Blind eyes, blind ears, blind heart, thou hast it not. 


. And ¢hou hast...misery, this to mock in me 


Which soon shall make all present mock at thee. 


. Night, endless night is on thee. How canst thou 


Hurt me or any man that sees the light? 


. Thou art not doomed to fall by me. Apollo, 


Who worketh out this end, sufficeth thee— 
I—9 
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—Creon!—Was this invention his, or thine?>— 
Nor is thy ruin Creon. ’Tis thyself! 

O Wealth, O Kingship and thou, gift of Wit 
That conquers in life’s rivalry of skill, 


What hate, what envy come with you! For this, 


The government, put in my hand by Thebes, 
A gift I asked not,—can it be for this; 
Creon, the true, Creon, so long my friend, 
Can plot my overthrow, can creep and scheme 
And set on me this tricking fraud, this quack, 
This crafty magic-monger—quick to spy 
Ill-gotten gain, but blind in prophecy. 
Aye...Where have you shown skill? Come, tell me. 
Where? 
When that fell bitch was here with riddling hymn 
Why were you silent? Not one word or hint 
To save this people? Why? That puzzle cried 
For mantic skill, not common human wit; ὁ 
And skill, as all men saw, you had it not; 
No birds, no god informed you. I, the fool, 
Ignorant Oedipus,—no birds to teach me— 
Must come, and hit the truth, and stop the song;— 
The man whom you would banish—in the thought 
To make yourself a place—by Creon’s throne! 
You and your plotter will not find, I think, 
Blood-hunting pays! You have the look of age: 
Else, your own pain should teach you what you are! 
We think the prophet’s word came but from wrath, 
And, as we think, O King, from wrath thine own. 
We need not this. Our need is thought, how best 
Resolve the god’s decree, how best fulfil it. 
Though thou be master, thou must brook one right’s 
Equality—reply! Speech yet is mine, 
Since I am not thy slave, nor Creon’s man 
And client, but the slave of Loxias. 
I speak then. Thou hast taunted me for blind, 
Thou, who hast eyes and dost not see the ill 
Thou standest in, the ill that shares thy house,— 


Dost know whose child thou art ?—nor see that hate 
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Is thine from thy own kin, here and below. 
Twin-scourged, a mother’s Fury and thy father’s, 
Swift, fatal, dogging thee, shall drive thee forth, 
Till thou, that seest so true, see only night, 

And cry with cries that every place shall harbour, 
And all Cithaeron ring them back to thee, 

When thou shalt know thy Marriage...and the end 
Of that blithe bridal-voyage, whose port is death! 

Full many other evils that thou know’st not 
Shall pull thee down from pride and level thee 
With thy own brood, aye, with the thing thou art! 

So then, rail on at Creon: if thou wilt, 

Rail on at me who speak: yet know that thou 
Must perish, and no man so terribly. 

Can this be borne? This, and from such as he? 
Go, and destruction take thee! Hence! Away! 
Quick !...Leave my house...begone the way thou 

camest. 


. That way I had not come hadst thou not called me. 
. I little thought to hear such folly; else 


I had made little haste to summon thee. 


. Such as thou say’st I am; for thee a fool, 


But for thy parents that begat thee, wise. 


. My parents! Stay! Who is my father ?...Speak ! 

. This day shall give thee birth and shall destroy thee. 
. Riddles again! All subtle and all vague! 

 Lhou can’st read riddles as none other can. 

. Aye, taunt me there! There thou shalt find me great. 
. Tis just that Luck of thine hath ruined thee. 

. What matter? I saved Thebes, and I care nothing. 
. Then I will go. Come, lad, conduct me hence. 

. Aye. Bid him take thee hence. Here thou dost clog 


And hinder—once well sped, wilt harm no more! 

I go, yet speak my message, fearing not 
Thee and thy frown. No way canst thou destroy me. 
Wherefore I tell thee... He whom thou this while 
Hast sought with threatenings and with publishings | 
Of Laius’ murder—that same man is here, 
Now called a stranger in our midst, but soon 


I—I10 
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He shall be known, a Theban born, yet find. 

_ Small pleasure in it. Blind, that once had sight, 
A beggar, once so rich, in a foreign land 
A wanderer, with a staff groping his way, 
He shall be known—the brother of the sons 
He fathered ; to the woman out of whom 
He sprang, both son and husband ;—and the sire 

Whose bed he fouled, he murdered! Get thee in, 
And think, and think. Then, if thou find’st I lie, 
Then say I have no wit for prophecy! 

| Axet TEIRESIAS. OEDIPUS, deeply moved, withdraws into 

the Palace] 


CH. Who is the man of wrong, seen by the Delphian 
Crag oracular ? 
Seen and guilty—blood on his hand—from a sin 
unspeakable ! 
Now shall he fly! 
Swifter, stronger than horses of storm, 
Fly! It is time! 
Armed with the fire and the lightning, the Child of Zeus 
leapeth upon him: 
After the god swarm the dreadful Fates unerring. 


Swift as a flame of light, leapeth a Voice, from the 
snows Parnassian, 
Voice of Phoebus, hunting the sinner that lurks 
invisible. 
Lost in the wild, 
Rock and forest and cavernous haunt 
Rangeth the bull, 
Lost and alone—to escape from the words that fly, swift 
from Apollo’s 
- Oracle shrine :—stinging words that swarm and die 
not. 


The prophet wise, reader of bird and sign, 
Terribly moveth me. 
I cannot deny. I cannot approve. I knew not 
what to say. 
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' I brood and waver. I know not the truth of the day 
or the morrow. 


I know not any quarrel that the Labdacids have, οἵ have 


ever had, with the son of Polybus, 

Nor proof to make me stand against the praise men 
give to Oedipus, 

Though I fight for the Labdacids, to avenge the 
King’s strange death, 


_ The only Wise, Zeus and Apollo, know 
Truth and the way of man. 
They know! Cana prophet know? Can a man 
know more than common men? 
No proof is found. Yet a man may be wiser, I know, 
than his fellow. 


Until the charge be proven good, let the world cry 


CR. 


‘Guilty,’ never will I consent with it. 
We saw the maid of fatal wing: we know the helper. 
Wise and true : 
To the city of Thebes, he came. I will never call 
ot Gt [Enter CREON] 
Good, citizens, news of a monstrous charge 
Spoken by Oedipus the King against me 
Brings me indignant here. Can he believe 
That I am guilty in this perilous time 
Of act or word conducing to his hurt? 
I care no more for life, with such a tale 
Abroad—no vexing trifle, but a charge 
Of great concern and import—to be called 
By you, my country, and my friends, a traitor! 


. It was not reasoned judgment, but the stress, 


Perhaps, of anger, forced the bitter words. 


. So, then, the words were uttered, that I plotted 


And won the seer to make his tale a lie? 


. "Twas spoken so. I know not with what thought. 
. Was the mind steady, was the eye unchanged, 


When the King spoke against my loyalty ἢ 


. I know not. What my masters do, I see not. 


[Enter OEDIPUS] 
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Look! In good time, the King himself is come! 
Fellow, what brings you here? Are you so bold, 

Unblushingly to venture to the house 

Of him you would destroy, proved murderer, 

Brigand, and traitor, that would steal my throne? 
Tell me, come, tell me. When you plotted this, 

Seemed I a fool or coward? Did you think 

I should not see the crime so cunningly 

Preparing, or could see and not prevent ? 

What! Without friends or money did you hunt 

A Kingdom? ’Twas a foolish enterprise. 

Kingdoms are caught by numbers and by gold! | 


. This right I bid thee do. As thou hast spoken, 


So hear me. Then, when thou hast knowledge, judge. 


. Glib art thou...and I slow to learn—from thee, 


In whom 1 find so harsh an enemy. 


. This one thing first, this one thing let me say— 
. This one thing never—that thou art not false. 
. Nay, if you think unreasoned stubbornness 


A thing to value, ’tis an evil thought. 


. Nay, if you think to do your kinsman wrong 


And scape the penalty...’tis a mad thought. 


. Aye, true, and justly spoken. But the hurt 


You think that I have done you, tell it me. 


. Did you, or did you not, urge me ’twas best 


To summon his grand reverence, the prophet ? 


. Even as I first advised, so I think still. 

. How long ago, tell me, did Laitus... 

. What, that he did? I have not understood. 

. Pass, by that stroke that slew him, from men’s sight? 
. Tis a long count of many long-sped days. 

. This prophet—well! Was he in practice then ? 

. Honoured as now, wise as he is to-day. 

. So? In those days spoke he at all of me? 

. Never, when I was present, aught of thee. 

. And did you make no question for the dead ? 

. Question, be sure, we made—but had no answer. 

. That day this wise man did not breathe it! Why? 
. I know not. Where I am not wise, I speak not. 


. What is it? If I know I'll not deny. 
. Had you not been with him, he had not hinted 
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One thing you know.—Be wise, then, and confess it. 


My name, my compassing of Laius’ fall. 


. Doth he so? You best know. Nay, let me ask, 


And do you answer, as I answered you. 


. Ask! You will never prove me murderer ! 

. First, then :—is not your wedded wife my sister ? 
. A truth allowed and not deniable! 

. Joint partner of your honours and your lands? 

. Freely she has her every wish of me. 

. Am not I third, in equal partnership? 

. Aye, and ’tis that proves thee a traitor friend. 


No! Reason with thyself, as reason I, 
And, first, consider—Who would be a King 
That lives with terrors, when he might sleep sound, 
Knowing no fear, and wield the self-same sway ? 
Not such an one as I. My nature craves 
To live a King’s life, not to be a King :— 
And so think all who know what Wisdom is. 
Through you, all unafraid, I win my will; 
To crown me were to lay constraints on me. 
What can the despot’s throne confer more sweet 
Than peaceful sway and princely influence? 
When all clean gains of honourable life 
Are mine, must I run mad, and thirst for more? 
‘Good-day’ cries all the world, and open-armed 
Greets me! The King’s own suitors call for me, 
Since that way lies success! What? Leave all this, 
To win that Nothing? No, Disloyalty 
Were neither reason nor good policy. 
My nature holds no lust for that high thought, 
And loathes the man who puts that thought in act. 

Thus you may prove it—go to Pytho: ask 
If well and truly I have brought my message: 
Or thus—discover plot or plan wherein 
The seer and I joined council—I’ll pronounce 
The sentence, add my voice to thine, for death! 
Only, on vague suspicion charge me not. 


CH. 


Ck: 


TE you are blinded... 
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It is not fair, it is not just, for nothing 

To call a true man false, a false man true! 
To cast a good friend off—it is as if 

You cast the very life you love away. 

Well, Time shall teach you surely. For ’tis Time, 
And only Time, can prove a true man’s worth, 
Where one short day discovers villainy! 

Good words, O King, for one that hath a care 
To scape a fall. Hot thoughts are dangerous! 

Ah! Where a secret plotter to his end 
Moves hot, as hotly must I counter him. 

Shall I sit still and bide his time? My all 
Were lost, in error mazed, and his work done. 


. Come then. What is your will? To cast me forth... 
. Not so! My will is death, not banishment. 

. Still so unmoved? Can you not trust my word? 

. No, you must prove the folly of ambition! 

. Have you such wisdom? 


I can play my hand! 


_ But should play fair with mel...-. 


—who are so false! 


Still I must be King! 


_ Better unkinged, than Tyrant... 


Thebes—my Thebes! 


My Thebes, as thine! Both are her citizens! 


Peace, princes! See where from the palace comes 
Jocasta, in your time of need. With her 
Turn into good the evil of this quarrel. 
[Enter JOCASTA] 


JOCASTA 


O foolish! foolish! Why this rioting 
Of ill-conditioned words? For shame, with Thebes 
So suffering, to open private sores! 

Come in!...Go, Creon, home!... You must not turn 
What matters nothing into a great wrong. 
Sister, your husband Oedipus claims right 
To do me grievous wrong—his fatal choice, 


OE. 
CR. 
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To thrust me from my country, or to slay me! . 
Aye, wife, ’tis true. I find him practising 


Against my person craft and treachery. 


An oath! If aught in all this charge be true, 

Desert me good! May my own oath destroy me! 
Believe, believe him, Oedipus! Respect 

My prayer, and these, thy friends, that pray to thee, 
And, if not these, that oath’s solemnity! 


I 


. King, we are thy suppliants. Yield, be kind, be wise. 


What would you have me yield? 


. Spurn not him that never yet was false, and now is 


strong in his great oath. 


. Know you the thing you ask? 


We know, 
Speak on! 
Thy friend, so terribly bound by his oath to truth, 
For mere suspicion’s sake, 
Cast not away, blamed and disgraced. 


. Be not deceived. As thus you ask, for me 


You ask destruction, or my flight from Thebes. 


Never! By him that is prince of the gods, the Sun, 
If that thought be in us, 
Hopeless, godless, friendless, may we perish! 
Not so! Our hearts are heavy. The land we love is 
perishing. 
And now shall a hurt yourselves have made be 
added to the wrong? 


So! Let him go...though I be slain for it, 
Or shamed, and violently thrust from Thebes. 
It is your pleading voice, ’tis not his oath, 
Hath moved me. Him I shall hate where’er he be. 
You yield, but still you hate; and as you pass 
From passion, you are hard. ’Tis very plain. 
Such men—’tis just—reap for themselves most pain! 
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OE. Go! Get you gone, and leave me! 
CR. | \ I will go! 
You know not, pity not. These trust me still, and 
know! 
[Exit CREON | 


II 
CH. Lady, stay no longer! Take your lord within. ’Tis 
time! | 
Jo. First tell me what has happened. 


CH. Words that bred conjecture lacking knowledge, 
charges whose injustice galls. © 
Jo. Came they from both? 
CH. From both. 
Jo. Tell me, what words? 
CH. Enough! Already the land is afflicted sore! 
For me, enough that strife 
Fell, as it fell. There let # lie! 
OE. See where it leads you, though the thought was 
kind, 
To stay my hand and blunt my purposes. © 


CH. King, we have told it thee often, again we tell. 
Could we put thee from us, 
Call us fools and bankrupt of all wisdom. 
Not.so! When this dear land on a sea of woes was 
perishing, 
You brought her a wind of Fortune. Steer the ship once 
more safe home! 


Jo. I pray you, husband, give me also leave 
To know the cause of this so steadfast wrath. 
OE. I'll tell it. You are more to me than these. 
"Twas Creon, and his plotting for my hurt. 
Jo. Speak on, my lord. Make charge and quarrel plain. 
OE. He says I am the murderer of Laius. | 
jo. Of his own knowledge? Or on evidence? 


ΟΕ. 


ΤΟ. 
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No, he has brought a rascal prophet in 

To speak, and save his own lips from the lie! 
Then leave these thoughts....Listen to me and 

learn, 

Listen...I’ll give my proof.—On soothsaying 

Nothing depends. An oracle once came 

To Laius—I’ll not say it came from Phoebus, 

But from his ministers—that he should die 

Some day, slain by a son of him and me. 

Now, the King...strangers, robbers murdered him, 

So runs report, at a place where three roads meet. 

And the child, not yet three days from the birth, 

He took, and pierced his ancles, fettered him, 

And cast him out to die on the barren hills. 

Phoebus fulfilled not that; made not the son 

His father’s murderer; wrought not the thing 

That haunted Laius, death by that son’s hand. 

So dread, so false was prophecy! And you 

Regard it not. The god will easily 

Bring to the light whate’er he seeks and wills. 


. Wife, as I heard you speak, within my soul 


What trouble stirred! What fearful doubt was born! . 


. What moves you to speak thus? What is your fear? 
. 1 seemed to hear you say that Laius 


Was murdered at a place where three roads meet. 


. So it was said, and so it still is said. 
. Tell me the country where this thing was done? 
. Phocis the land is called, where meet the roads 


That run from Delphi and from Daulia. 


. Tell me how long ago? 


“Twas publishéd 
Just before you were known as King in Thebes. 


. O Zeus, what is it thou wilt do with me! 
. What is it, Oedipus, in this, that moves you? 
. Ask nothing yet. Tell me of Laftus— 


What was his stature? Tell me, how old was he? 


. Tall, and his hair turning to grey, his shape 


Not unlike yours— 
My curse! Oh, ignorant! 


OE. 


Jo. 


OE. 


Jo. 
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Alas! I see it was myself I cursed. 


. Speak! When I look at you I am afraid— 
. My thoughts are heavy. Had the prophet eyes 


Help me to make it clear: one answer more— 
I am afraid, but ask! If I know, [1] tell. 


. How travelled Laius? Went he out, alone, 


Or, like a King, with retinue and guard? 


. They were five, five in all, and one of them 


A herald—and one chariot for the King. 


. All out, alas! All clear! Come, tell me, wife, 


Who brought the news? Who gave you that report? 


. One servant who alone escaped alive. 
. Where is that servant now? Here, in my house? 


No, no! He is not here. When he came home, 
And saw you on the throne, and Latus dead, 
He touched me by the hand, beseeching me © 
To send him out into some pasture lands 
Far off, to live far from the sight of Thebes. 
And I—I sent him—he deserved, my lord, 
Though but a slave, as much, nay more, than this. 
Come, we must have him back, and instantly! 
"Tis easy.... Yet—-What would you with the man? 
I fear myself, dear wife; I fear that I 
Have said too much, and therefore I must see him. 
Then he shall come. Yet, have not I some claim 
To know the thought that so afflicts my lord? 

Pll not refuse that claim, so deep am I 
Gone in forebodings. None so close as you, 
To learn what ways of destiny are mine. 

My father was of Corinth, Polybus; 
My mother Merope, Dorian. As a prince 
I lived at first in Corinth, till there fell 
A stroke of Fortune, very strange, and yet 
Not worth such passion as it moved in me. 
Some fellow, at a banquet, flown with wine, 
Called me my father’s bastard, drunkenly ; 
And I was angry, yet for that one day 
Held myself back, though hardly. Then I sought 
Mother and father, questioning; and they 


OEDIPUS TYRANNUS 29 


Were hot in their resentment of the taunt; 

And I was glad to see them angry. Still 

It rankled, and I felt the rumour grow. 

I told my parents nothing, but set out 

For Pytho. Phoebus, for my journey’s pains, 

Gave me no clue—dismissed me—yet flashed forth, 
In words most strange and sad and horrible:— 
‘Thou shalt defile thy mother, show mankind 

A brood by thee begot intolerable, 

_And shalt be thy own father’s murderer.’ 

When this I heard, I fled. Where Corinth lay 
Henceforth I guessed but by the stars. My road 
Was exile, where I might escape the sight 
Of that foul oracle’s shame fulfilled on me. 

And as I went, I came to that same land 
In which you tell me that your King was slain. 

Wife, I will tell you all the truth. I passed 
Close by that meeting of three ways, and there 
A herald met me, and a man that drove 
Steeds and a car, even as you have said. 

The leader and the old man too were fain 
To thrust me rudely from the road. But J, 
When one that led the horses jostled me, 
Struck him in anger. This the old man saw, 
And, from the car—watching for me to pass— 
Dashed down his forking goad full on my head— 
But paid me double for it. Instantly, 
Out from the car, my staff and this right hand 
Smote him and hurled him backward to the ground, 
And all of them I slew, 

If there be aught 
That makes that stranger one with Latus, 
There lives no wretch to-day so sad as I, 
Nor ever can be one more scorned of heaven 
Than I, whom none may welcome, citizen 
Or stranger, to his home; nor speak to me; 
But only drive me out. And this—’twas I, 
No other, on myself invoked this curse. 
These hands, by which he died, pollute his bed 


30 


Jo. 


OEDIPUS TYRANNUS 


And her that shared it. Am I vile enough? 

Am I not all uncleanness. I must fly; 

And, though I fly from Thebes, must never set 

My foot in my own country, never see 

My people there, or else I must be joined 

In marriage with my mother, and must kill 

My father, Polybus, that got and reared me. 
If any judge my life and find therein 

Malignant stars at work, he hath the truth. 
No, No! Ye pure and awful gods, forbid 

That I should see that day! Oh, let me pass 

Out from the world of men, before my doom 

Of living set so foul a blot on me! 


. Ὁ King, we fear thy words, yet bid thee hope, 


Till he that saw the deed bring certainty. 


. Why—hope, one little hope, remains. ’Tis this:— 


To wait that herdsman’s coming; nothing more. 


. What—if he comes—what would you have of him? 
. Listen, and 1 will tell you, If it prove 


He speaks as you have spoken, I am saved. 


. Tell me, what was it in my words? 


You said 

This was his tale, that robbers slew the King, 
Robbers. If he confirm it, if he speak 
Of robbers still, it was not I, not I, 
That slew. One man is not a company. 
But if he names one lonely wayfarer, 
Then the deed sways to me, and all is true. 

No. It is certain. When he brought his news 
He told it thus. Not I alone, but all 
The city heard. He cannot take it back. 
And should he swerve a little from his story, 
He cannot show, my King, that Laius died 
As prophets would have had him. Loxias 
Declared a son of mine must murder him ;—~ 
And then that poor lost creature never lived 
To kill him. Long ere that, my child was dead. 
Since that, for all the soothsayers can tell, 
I go straight on, I look not left nor right. 


OE. 


Jo. 


CH. 
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Tis well. Tis very well. And yet—that slave— 

Send for him. Have him fetched. Do not neglect it. 

’ll send without delay. Let us go in. 

I will do nothing, nothing, but to please you. 
[Zxreunt OEDIPUS and JOCASTA] 


Be the prize of all my days 
In every word, in every deed, 
Purity, with Reverence. 
Laws thereof are set before us. 
In the heights they move. 
They were born where Heaven is, 
And Olympus fathered them. 
Mortal parent have they none, 
Nor shall man’s forgetfulness ever make them sleep. 
A god in them is great. He grows not old. 


Insolence it is that breeds 
A tyrant, Insolence enriched 
Overmuch with vanities, 


Gains unmeet, that give no profit. 


So he climbs the height, 
So down to a destiny 
Evil utterly he leaps, 
Where there is no help at all. 
True Ambition, for the State, quench it not, O God! 
Apollo, still in thee is my defence. 


True Ambition, yes! But if a man 
Tread the ways of Arrogance; 


Fear not Justice, honour not the gods enshrined ; 


Evil take him! Ruin be the prize 
Of his fatal pride! 
If his gain be gain of wrong, 
If he know not reverence, 
If in vanity he dare profane 
Sanctities inviolate, 
‘Then from the arrows of the gods what mortal man 
shall save his soul alive? 
If doings such as these be countenanced, 
What mean religion’s holy dance and hymn? 
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No more shall I seek in reverence 
Earth’s inviolate Central Shrine ; 
No more go to Abai, nor Olympia ; 
If before all eyes the oracle 
Fit not the event! 
Zeus, if thou art rightly named, 
King and Master over all, 
Save thine honour! Let not this escape 
Thine eternal governance! 
Look to thy oracles of old concerning Laius; put to 
nought by man, 
They fade, nor is Apollo glorified 
In worship any more. Religion dies! 
[Euzer JOCASTA} 


Jo. Princes of Thebes, the thought has come to me 
To seek the temples of the gods with boughs 
Of supplication and these offerings 
Of incense. Oedipus, much overwrought, 
And every way distracted, cannot judge 
The present sanely by the past, but lends 
All ears to every voice that bids him fear, 
So, since my words are spent in vain, I come 
To thee, Apo]lo—thou art near to us, 
Lycean !—and I pray thee, take the gift, 
And grant some clean way of deliverance ! 
We are afraid ; for Oedipus, the guide 
And captain of us all, runs mad with fear. 
[Luter a messenger from Corinth} 


MESSENGER 


Can you direct me, strangers, to the house 
Of Oedipus, your Master.—Better still, 
Perchance you know where I may find the King ? 
Cu. This is the house, and he within. The Queen, 
His wife and mother of his home, is here. 
ME. His wife, and blest with offspring! Happiness 
Wait on her always, and on all her home! 
Jo. I wish you happy too. Your gracious speech 
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Deserves no less. Tell me, with what request 
You are come hither, or what news you bring. 


. Lady, good news for him and all his house. 
. Why, what good news is this? Who sent you here? 
. I come from Corinth, and have that to tell 


I think will please, though it be partly sad. 


. How can a sad tale please? Come, tell it me! 
. The people of that country, so men said, 


Will choose him monarch of Corinthia. 


. What? Is old Polybus no longer King ? 

. No longer King. Death has him in the grave. 
. Dead! Say you so? Oedipus’ father dead ? 

. If he be not so, may I die myself! 


Quick! To your master, girl; tell him this news! 
O oracles of the gods, where are you now! 
This was the man that Oedipus so feared 
To slay, he needs must leave his country. Dead! 
And ’tis not Oedipus, but Fortune slew him ! 


. Tell me, Jocasta, wife of my dear love, 


Why you have called me hither, out of doors. 


. Let this man speak; and as you listen, judge 


The issue of the god’s grand oracles! 


. [his man, who is he? What has he to tell ? 
. He comes from Corinth, and will tell you this rae 


Polybus is no more. Your father’s dead. 


. What! Is this true, sir? Answer for yourself! 
. If this must needs come first in my report, ὁ 


"Tis true enough. King Polybus is dead. ? 


. By treachery? Or did sickness visit him ἢ 

. A little shift of the scale, and old men sleep. 

. Ah! My poor father died, you say, by sickness ? 
. Yes, and by reason of his length of days. 


Ah me! Wife, why should any man regard 


The Delphic Hearth oracular, and the birds 


That scream above us—guides, whose evidence 
Doomed me to kill my father, who is dead, 

Yes, buried under ground, and I stand here, 

And have not touched my weapon.—Stay! Perchance 
"Twas grief for me. I may have slain him so. 
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Anyhow, he is dead, and to his grave 
Has carried all these oracles—worth nothing! 


. Worth nothing. Did I not tell you so long since? 
. You told me, but my fears misguided me. 

. Banish your fears, and think no more of them. 

. No, no! Should I not fear my mother’s bed ? 


Why, what should a man fear? Luck governs all! ἢ 
There’s no foreknowledge, and no providence! | 
Take life at random. Live as best you can. 

That’s the best way. What! Fear that you may wed 
Your mother ? Many a man has 1 has dreamt as much, 
And so may you! i! “The man who values-teast 

Such scruples, lives his life most easily. 

All this were well enough, that you have said, 
Were not my mother living. Though your words. 
Be true, my mother lives, and I must fear. 


. Your father’s death at least is a great hope. 

*. Yes, but she lives, and I am still afraid. 

. What woman is the cause of all these terrors ? 
. Merope, sir, that dwelt with Polybus. 

. What find you both to fear in Merope? 

. An oracle from the gods, most terrible. 

. May it be told, or did the gods forbid ἢ 


No, you may hear it. Phoebus hath said that I 
Must come.to know my mother’s body, come 
To shed with my own hand my father’s blood. 
Therefore I have put Corinth this long time 
Far from me. Fortune has been kind, and yet 
To see a parent’s face is best of all. 
Was this the fear that drove you from your home ? 
This, and my will never to slay my father. 
Then since I only came to serve you, sir, 
Why should I hesitate to end your fear? 
Ah! If you could, you should be well rewarded ! 
Why, that was my chief thought in coming here, 
To do myself some good when you come home. 
No, where my parents are, [1] not return! 
Son, I can see, you know not what you do. 
’Fore God, what mean you, sir? Say what you know. 
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. If this be all that frightens you from home !— 

. All? ’Tis the fear Apollo may prove true— 

. And you polluted, and your parents wronged? 

. Aye, it is that, good man! Always that fear! 

. Can you not see the folly of such fancies? 

. Folly? Why folly, since I am their son? 

. Because King Polybus was nothing to you! 

. How now? The father that begot me, nothing ? 

. No more, no less, than I who speak to you! 

. How should my father rank with nought—with you? 
᾿ς. He never was your father, nor am I. 

. His reason, then, for calling me his son? 

. You were a gift. He had you from these arms, 

. He gave that great love to a stranger’s child? 

. Because he had none of his own to love. 

. So. Did you buy this child,—or was it yours? 

. 1 found you where Cithaeron’s valleys wind. 

. Our Theban hills! What made you travel here? 

. Once on these very hills I kept my flocks. 

. A shepherd? Travelling to earn your wages? 

. Yes, but your saviour too, my son, that day! 

. What ailed me, that you found me in distress? 

. Ask your own feet. They best can answer that. 

. No, no! Why name that old familiar hurt? 

. 1 set you free. Your feet were pinned together! 

. A brand of shame, alas! from infancy! 

. And from that fortune comes the name you bear. 
. Who named me? Who? Father or mother? Speak! 
.I know not. He that gave you to me—may! 

. You found me not? You had me from another? 

. Another shepherd bade me take you. True. 

. What shepherd? Can you tell me? Do you know? 
. 1] think they called him one of Laius’ people. 

. Laius? The same that once was King in Thebes? 
. Aye. ’Twas the same. For him he shepherded. 

. Ah! Could I find him? Is he still alive? 

. You best can tell, you, natives of the place! 


Has any man here present knowledge of 
The shepherd he describes? Has any seen, 
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Or here or in the pastures, such an one? 
Speak! It is time for full discovery! 

I think, my lord, he means that countryman 
Whose presence you desired. But there is none, 
Perchance, can tell you better than the Queen. 


. You heard him, wife. Think you he means the man 


Whom we await already? Was it he? 


. What matter what he means? Oh, take no heed, 


And waste no thoughts, I beg you, on such tales. 


. For me it is not possible—to hold 


Such clues as these, and leave my secret so. 
No! By the gods, no; leave it, if you care 
For your own life. I suffer. "Tis enough. 


. Take heart. Your noble blood is safe, although 


7 prove thrice bastard, and three times a slave! 
Yet, I beseech you, yield, and ask no more. 


. 1 cannot yield my right to know the truth. 
. And yet | speak—I think—but for your good. 
. And this same good, I find, grows tedious. 


Alas! I pray you may not know yourself. 


. Go, someone, fetch the herdsman! Let the Queen 


Enjoy her pride in her fine family! 


. O Wretched, Wretched utterly! That name 


i ! 
I give you, and henceforth no other name! a 
Why went the Queen so swiftly, Oedipus, 
As by some anguish moved? Alas! I fear 
Lest from that silence something ill break forth. 
Break what break will! My will shall be to see 


, My origin however mean! For her, 
_ She is a woman, proud, and woman’s pride 


cr 


CH. 


Likes not perhaps a husband humbly got! 
Iam Luck’s child. Deeming myself her son, 

I shall not be disowned. She lavishes 

Good gifts upon me, she’s my nature’s mother! 

Her moons, my cousins, watched my littleness 

Wax and grow great. I’ll not deny my nature 

But be myself and prove my origin. 


To-morrow brings full moon! 
All hail, Cithaeron! Hail! 
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If there be wit in me, or any prophet-power, 
To-morrow bringeth thee 
Fresh glory. Oedipus the King 
Shall sing thy praise and call thee his! 
His mother and his nurse! 
All Thebes shall dance to thee, and hymn thy hill, 
Because it is well-pleasing to the King. 


Apollo, hear us! Be this thing thy pleasure too! 


Who is thy mother, child? 
Is it a maid, perchance, 
Of that fair family that grows not old with years, 
Embraced upon the hills 
By roving Pan? Or else a bride 
Of Loxias, who loveth well 
All upland pasturage? 
Did Hermes, or that dweller on the hills, 
Bacchus, from one of Helicon’s bright Nymphs, 


His chosen playmates, take the child for his delight? 


OE. 


CH. 


OE. 


ME. 
OE. 


OE. 
HE. 
ΟΕ. 


If I may guess—I never met the man— 

I think, good friends, yonder I see the herd 
Whom we so long have sought. His many years 
Confirm it, for they tally with the years 
Of this our other witness; and the guides 
I know for men of mine. Can you, perchance, 
Be certain? You have seen, and know the man. 
Indeed I know him. Laius trusted him, 
Though but a shepherd, more than other men. 
This question first to you, Corinthian :— 
Is this the man you mean? 

Aye, this is he. 
Look hither, sir, and answer everything 
That I shall ask. Were you once Laius’ man? 


HERDSMAN 


I was, a house-bred servant, no bought slave! 

What was your work? What was your way of life? 
The chief part of my life I kept the flocks. 

Which were the regions where you camped the most? 
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Cithaeron—or sometimes the country round. 
Ah, then you know this man? You saw him there? 
I saw him? Saw him when? What man, my lord? 
Yonder!—Did nothing ever pass between you? 
No—speaking out of hand, from memory. 

Small wonder he forgets! Come, I’ll remind 
His ignorance, my lord. I make no doubt 
He knows that once around Cithaeron’s hills 
He tended his two flocks—I had but one— 
Yet served for company three summer-times, 
The six long months from spring to autumn nights. 
And when at last the winter came, I drove 
Down to my farm, and he to Latus’ folds. 
Was it so done as I have said, or no? 
"Tis very long ago. Yes, it is true. 
Now tell me this:—You know you gave me once 
A boy, to rear him as a child of mine? 
What do you mean? Why do you ask me? 

Why? 
Because, my friend, that child is now your King! 
A curse upon you! Silence! Hold your peace. 
No, no! You must not chide him, sir! ’Tis you 
That should be chid, not he, for speaking so. 
Nay, good my master, what is my offence? 
This: that you answer nothing—of the child. 
’Tis nothing. He knows nothing. ’Tis but talk. 
You will not speak to please me? Pain shall make 
ou! 
No! By the gods, hurt me not! I am old. 
Come, one of you. Quick! Fasten back his arms! 
O Wretched, Wretched! Why? What would you 
know? 

Did you, or did you not, give him the child? 
I gave it him. Would I had died that day. 
This day you shall, unless you speak the truth. 
Alas! And if I speak, ’tis worse, far worse. 
Ah! So the fellow means to trifle with us! 
No, No! I have confessed I gave it him. 
How came you by it? Was the child your own? 


. For what? 


᾿ς What prophecies? 
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. It was not mine. Another gave it me. 

. Another? Who, and of what house in Thebes? 
. Nay, for the gods’ love, Master, ask no more. 

. Make me repeat my question, and you die! 


. The answer is:—a child of Laius’ house. 
. Slave born? Or kinsman to the royal blood ? 
. Alas! 


So it has come, the thing I dread to tell. 


. The thing I dread to hear. Yet I must hear it. 
. Thus then:—they said twas...Laius’ son....And yet 


Perhaps Jocasta best can answer that. 


. Jocasta gave it you? 


She gave it me. 


She bade me do away with it. 
. Its mother! Could she? 


Fearing prophecies— 


His father he must kill! 


_ And yet you let this old man take him? Why? 


’Twas pity, sir. I thought: he dwells afar, 
And takes him to some distant home. But he 
Saved him to suffer! If you are the child 
He saith, no man is more unfortunate. 

Alas! It comes! It comes! And all is true! 
Light! Let me look my last on thee, for I 
Stand naked now. Shamefully was I born: 
In shame I wedded: to my shame I slew. 

[Exeunt all except the Chorus| 


Ah! Generations of mankind! 
Living, I count your life as nothingness. 
None hath more of happiness, 
None that mortal is, than this: 
But to seem to be, and then, 
Having seemed, to fail. 
Thine, O unhappy Oedipus, 
Thine is the fatal destiny, 
That bids me call no mortal creature blest. 
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Zeus! To the very height of wit 
He shot, and won the prize of perfect life; 
Conqueror that slew the maid, 
Who, with crooked claw and tongue 
Riddling, brought us death, when he 
Rose and gave us life. 
That day it was that hailed thee King, 
Preferred above mankind in state 
And honour, Master of the Might of Thebes. 


To-day, alas! no tale so sad as thine! 
No man whom changing life hath lodged 
So close with Hell, and all her plagues, and all her sor- 
rowing! 
Woe for the fame of Oedipus! 
For the Son hath lain where the Father lay, 
And the bride of one is the bride of both. 
How could the field that the father sowed endure him 
So silently so long? 


Time knoweth all. Spite of thy purposing, 
Time hath discovered thee, to judge 
The monstrous mating that defiled the father through 
the son. 
Woe for the babe that Laius got. 
And I would I never had looked on thee, 
And the songs I sing are a dirge for thee. 
This is the end of the matter: he that saved me, 
Hath made me desolate. 
[Enter a Messenger from the Palace|, 


MESSENGER 


Great Lords, that keep the dignities of Thebes, 
What doings must ye hear, what sights must see, 
And oh! what grief must bear, if ye are true 
To Cadmus and the breed of Labdacus! 

Can Ister or can Phasis wash this house— 

I trow not—, with their waters, from the guilt 

It hides.... Yet soon shall publish to the light 
Fresh, not unpurposed evil. “Tis the woe 

That we ourselves have compassed, hurts the most. 
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. That which we knew already, was enough 


For lamentation. What have you besides? 


. This is the briefest tale for me.to tell, 


For you to hear:—your Queen Jocasta’s dead. 


. Alas! Poor lady! Dead! What was the cause? 


She died by her own hand. Of what befel 
The worst is not for you, who saw it not. 

Yet shall you hear, so much as memory 
Remains in me, the sad Queen’s tragedy. 

When in her passionate agony she passed 
Beyond those portals, straight to her bridal-room 
She ran, and ever tore her hair the while; 
Clashed fast the doors behind her; and within, 
Cried to her husband Laius in the grave, 

With mention of that seed whereby he sowed 
Death for himself, and left to her a son 

To get on her fresh children, shamefully, 

So wept she for her bridal’s double woe, 
Husband of husband got, and child of child. 
And after that—I know not how—she died. 

We could not mark her sorrows to the end, 
For, with a shout, Oedipus broke on us, 

And all had eyes for him. Hither he rushed 
And thither. For a sword he begged, and cried: 
‘Where is that wife that mothered in one womb 
Her husband and his children! Show her me! 
No wife of mine!’ As thus he raged, some god— 
"Twas none of us—guided him where she lay. 
And he, as guided, with a terrible shout, 

Leapt at her double door; free of the bolts 

Burst back the yielding bar,—and was within. 
And there we saw Jocasta. By a noose 

Of swaying cords, caught and entwined, she hung. 

He too has seen her—with a moaning cry 
Looses the hanging trap, and on the ground 
Has laid her. —Then—Oh, sight most terrible!— 
He snatched the golden brooches from the Queen, 
With which her robe was fastened, lifted them, 
And struck. Deep to the very founts of sight 
He smote, and vowed those eyes no more should see 
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The wrongs he suffered, and the wrong he did. 
‘Henceforth,’ he cried, ‘be dark!—since ye have seen 
Whom ye should ne’er have seen, and never knew 
Them that I longed to find.’ So chanted he, 
And raised the pins again, and yet again, 
And every time struck home. Blood from the eyes 
Sprinkled his beard, and still fresh clammy drops 
Welled in a shower unceasing, nay, a storm 
With blood for rain, and hail of clotting gore. 
So from these twain hath evil broken; so 
Are wife and husband mingled in one woe. 
Justly their ancient happiness was known 
For happiness indeed; and lo! to-day— 
Tears and Disasters, Death and Shame, and all 
The ills the world hath names for—all are here. 
And hath he found some respite now from pain? 
He shouts, and bids open the doors, and show 
To all his Thebes this father-murderer, 
This mother—Leave the word. It is not clean. 
He would be gone from Thebes, nor stay to see 
His home accurséd by the curse he swore ; 
Yet hath he not the strength. He needs a guide, 
Seeing his griefs are more than man can bear, 
Nay, he himself will show you. Look! The gates 
Fall open, and the sight that you shall see 
Is such that even hate must pity it. 
| Enter OEDIPUS, blind] 


O sight for all the world to see 
Most terrible! O suffering 
Of all mine eyes have seen most terrible! 
Alas! What Fury came on thee ? 
What evil Spirit, from afar, 
O Oedipus! O wretched ! 
Leapt on thee, to destroy ? 


I cannot even Alas! look 

Upon thy face, though much I have 

To ask of thee, and much to hear, 
Aye, and to see—I cannot ! 
Such terror is in thee! 


CH, 
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Alas! O Wretched! Whither go 
My steps? My voice? It seems to float 
Far, far away from me. 
Alas! Curse of my Life, how far 
Thy leap hath carried thee! 
To sorrows none can bear to see or hear. 


Ah! The cloud! 
Visitor unspeakable! Darkness upon me horrible! 
Unconquerable! Cloud that may not ever pass away! 
Alas! 
And yet again, alas! How deep they stab— 
These throbbing pains, and all those memories, 
Where such afflictions are, I marvel not, 
If soul and body make one doubled woe. 


Ah! My friend! 


" Still remains thy friendship. Still thine is the help 


CH. 


CH. 


OE. 


that comforts me, 
And kindness, that can look upon these dreadful eyes 

unchanged. 

Ah me! 

My friend, I feel thy presence. Though mine eyes 
Be darkened, yet I hear thy voice, and know. 
Oh, dreadful deed! How wert thou steeled to quench 
Thy vision thus? What Spirit came on thee? 


- Apollo! ‘Twas Apollo, friends, 
Willed the evil, willed, and brought the agony to pass! 
And yet the hand that struck was mine, mine 
only, wretched. 
Why should I see, whose eyes 
Had no more any good to look upon? 
"Twas even as thou sayest. 
Aye. For me.—Nothing is left for sight, 
Nor anything to love: 
Nor shall the sound of greetings any more 
Fall pleasant on my ear. 
Away! Away! Out of the land, away! 
Banishment, Banishment! Fatal am I, accursed, 
And the hate on me, as on no man else, of the 
gods ! 


CH. 
OE. 


CH. 
OE. 


OEDIPUS TYRANNUS 


. Unhappy in thy fortune and the wit 


That shows it thee. Would thou hadst never known. 


A curse upon the hand that loosed 
In the wilderness the cruel fetters of my feet, 
Rescued me, gave me life. Ah! Cruel was his pity, 
Since, had I died, so much 
Ι had not harmed myself and all I love. 
Aye, even so ’twere better. 
Aye, for life never had led me then 
To shed my father’s blood ; 
Men had not called me husband of the wife 
That bore me in the womb. 
But now—but now.—Godless am I, the son 
Born of impurity, mate of my father’s bed, | 
And if worse there be, Iam Oedipus! It is mine! 
In this I know not how to call thee wise, 
For better wert thou dead than living—blind. 


Nay, give me no more counsel. Bid me not 
Believe my deed, thus done, is not well done. 
I know ’tis well. When I had passed the grave, 
How could those eyes have met my father’s gaze, 
Or my unhappy mother’s—since on both | 
I have done wrongs beyond all other wrong? 
Or live and see my children ?—Children born 
As they were born! What pleasure in that sight? 
None for these eyes of mine, for ever, none. 
Nor in the sight of Thebes, her castles, shrines 
And images of the gods, whereof, alas! 
I robbed myself—myself, I spoke that word, 
I that she bred and nurtured, I her prince, 
And bade her thrust the sinner out, the man 
Proved of the gods polluted—Laius’ son. 
When such a stain by my own evidence 
Was on me, could I raise my eyes to them? 
No! Had I means to stop my ears, and choke 
The wells of sound, I had not held my hand, 
But closed my body like a prison-house 
To hearing as to sight. Sweet for the mind 
To dwell withdrawn, where troubles could not come. 
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Cithaeron! Ah, why didst thou welcome me? 
Why, when thou hadst me there, didst thou not kill, 
Never to show the world myself—my birth! 

O Polybus, and Corinth, and the home 
Men called my father’s ancient house, what sores 
Festered beneath that beauty that ye reared, 
Discovered now, sin out of sin begot. 

O ye three roads, O secret mountain-glen, 
Trees, and a pathway narrowed to the place 
Where met the three, do you remember me? 

I gave you blood to drink, my father’s blood, 
And so my own! Do you remember that? 
The deed I wrought for you? Then, how I passed 
Hither to other deeds? | 

O Marriage-bed 
That gave me birth, and, having borne me, gave 
Fresh children to your seed, and showed the world 
Father, son, brother, mingled and confused, 
Bride, mother, wife in one, and all the shame 
Of deeds the foulest ever known to man. 

No. Silence for a deed so ill to do 

Is better. Therefore lead me hence, away ! 
To hide me or to kill. Or to the sea 
Cast me, where you shall look on me no more. 
Come! Deign to touch me, though I am a man 
Accurséd. Yield! Fear nothing! Mine are woes 
That no man else, but I alone, must bear. 

[Anter CREON, attended] 

Nay, for your prayer, look! in good season comes 
Creon, for act or counsel. In your place 
He stands, the sole protector of the land. 

Alas! What words have I for him? What plea 
That I can justify ? Since all the past 
Stands proved, and shows me only false to him. 

I come not, Oedipus, in mockery, 

Nor with reproach for evils that are past.— 

Nay, if ye have no reverence for man, 

Have ye no shame before our Lord the Sun, 
Who feeds the world with light, to show unveiled 
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A thing polluted so, that neither Earth 
Nor Light nor Heaven’s rain may welcome it. 
Stay not. Convey him quickly to his home: 
Save his own kindred, none should see nor hear— 
So piety enjoins—a kinsman’s woe. 
Ah, since thou hast belied my thought and come 
As noblest among men to me, so vile, 
Grant me one boon, for thine own weal, not mine. 
What is thy prayer? What boon can I bestow? 
Cast me from Thebes, aye, cast me quickly forth 
Where none may see, and no man speak with me. 
This had I done, be sure, save that I first 
Would ask the god what thing is right to do. 
His word was published, and ’twas plain :—‘ Destroy 
The guilty one, the parricide!’—'tis I! 
So runs the word: and yet, to ask the god 
For guidance in such utter need is best. 
What? Will you ask for one so lost as I? 
Surely, and you will now believe the god. 
Aye, and on thee I lay this charge, this prayer: 
For her that is within make burial 
As pleaseth thee. ’Tis fitting. She is thine. 
For me, ah! never doom this land of Thebes, 
My father’s town, to harbour me alive. 
Leave me to haunt the mountains, where the name 
Is known of my Cithaeron—proper tomb 
By mother and by father set apart 
For me, their living child. So let me die 
Their victim still that would have slain me there. 
And yet this much I know. There is no hurt 
Nor sickness that can end me. Since from death 
I lived, it was to finish some strange woe.... 
So let my Fortune, where it goeth, go! 
But for my children, Creon,—for the sons 
Think not at all. Men are they; anywhere 
Can live, and find sufficiency for life. 
But for my sad daughters, that dear pair 
That never found my table spread apart 
From them, nor missed their comrade, but must share 
Always the very food their father had: 
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Be all your care for them. Oh! Best of all, 

Let me but touch them, and so weep my full. 
Grant it, my prince, 

O noble spirit, grant it. But one touch, 

And I could think them mine, as when 1 saw. 
Ah! What is this? 

That sound? Oh, can it be? Are these my loves, 
Weeping? Has Creon pitied me, and fetched 
The children of my dearest love to me? 

Can it be true? 


. Tis true: ’twas I so ordered it. I knew 


The joy thou hadst in them. ’Tis with thee still. 
Be happy, and for treading this good way 
A kinder fate than mine defend thy steps. 
Children where are you? Come. Ah, come to me! 
These arms that wait you are your brother’s arms, 
Their kindness bade these eyes that were so bright, 
Your father’s eyes, to see as now they see, 
Because ‘tis known, my children, ignorant 
And blind, your father sowed where he was got. 
For you I weep, for you. I have not strength 
To see you, only thoughts of all the life 
That waits you in the cruel world of men. 
No gathering of Thebes, no festival 
That you shall visit, but shall send you home 
With tears, instead of happy holiday. 
And when you come to marriage-days, ah! then 
Who will be found to wed you? Who so brave 
Will shoulder such reproach of shame as I 
Put on my parents, and must leave with you? 
Is any woe left out? Your father killed 
His father, took the mother of his life 
And sowed the seed on her, begetting you 
From the same womb whereof himself was born. 
This your reproach must be. Lives there a man, 
Children, to wed you? None, alas! ’Tis plain: 
Unwedded and unfruitful must you die. 
Son of Menoeceus, thou art left to them, 
Their only father now, for we, their own, 
Who gave them life, are dead. Suffer not these, 
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That are thy kin, beggared and husbandless 
To wander, laid as low as I am laid. | 
Have pity on them. See how young they are, 
And, save for thy good part, all desolate. 
Promise me, loyal friend. Give me thy hand 
In token of it. Children, out of much 
I might have told you, could you understand, 
Take this one counsel: be your prayer to live, 
Where fortune’s modest measure 15, a life 
That shall be better than your father’s was. 
Cr. It is enough! Go in! Shed no more tears, but go! 
OE. I would not, yet must yield. 


OR: Measure in all is best. 
OE. Know you the pledge | crave? 
CR. Speak it, and I shall know. 
ΟΕ. This:—that you banish me! 

CR. That is the god’s to give. 
OE. The gods reject me! 

CR. Then, perchance, you sha// have banishment. 
OE. You promise? 

CR. Knowing not, ’tis not my wont to speak. 


ΟΕ. Then take me, take me, hence! 
: Come! Quit your children. Come! 
OE. No! No! You shall not. 
CR. Ah! Seek not the mastery 
In all. Too brief, alas! have proved your masteries. 
CH. Look, ye who dwell in Thebes. This man was 
Oedipus. 
That Mighty King, who knew the riddle’s mystery, 
Whom all the city envied, Fortune’s favourite. 
Behold, in the event, the storm of his calamities, 
And, being mortal, think on that last day of death, 
Which all must see, and speak of no man’s happiness 
Till, without sorrow, he hath passed the goal of life. 
| Axeunt omnes | 


CAMBRIDGE: PRINTED BY J. B. PEACE, M.A., AT THE UNIVERSITY PRESS. 


Oedipus Tyrennus 


ipus Tyrannus 5 


Sophocles. 


tr. by Jel. 


NAME OF BORROWER. 


ἃ 


= | 
Le 


The Oc 
Sheppart 


γ7 
j 
tf 
DATE. 


FROM 


|| POCKET 


CARD 


THIS 


Acme Library Card Pocket 


LOWE-MARTIN CO, LIMITED 


ee er re ee 


a 


at 


, 
τ 
f 
‘ 
ΩΝ 
᾿, 1% 
γ Se 1 a 
a ae 
“ 
; 
7. » 
» 7 
ς = 
᾿ υς; 
N 
%, 


